!' * 


Tm. Your money. 
Poin. Villamcs. 


•jbeHifleryof 

rtAs 'bey are Sharing, the Prince and Pp^e 
y ft vpon them, they dir titne art Aj^andp^t 
Sftdffe after a blew or two rum away too, fca- 
* uing the bootie behinde them. 

Vrin. Got with much eale.Now merrily to horfenljc theeuej 
are fcattered j ! and pofl'cft with feare foftrongly that they dare 
notmeete each other,each takes his fell owfor an officet.avyay 
good Ned,F.alftalfFe fwcaresto death,aad lards tlieieane earth 
as he walkes along : wertnotfor laughing I /houldpitfis him. 
Pomes How the. rogue roard. Exeunt, 

u;d Enter Hotjpurfolusseadinga letter', . 7 

But for mine owne part my Lord , / could bee it ell contented to bee 
therein refpeft of the loue l beareyourkoufe. bvjli 

He could he cotented, why is he n.otchen?in the refpeft of the 
loue he beares ourhoufe: hefhowesin thi s,hc loues.his q»ne 
barne better then he loues our houfe.Lct me fee ioftle more, 

. The pnrpofeyou undertake is dandcrous. U . . . ' i .. .. . . b. 

Why thats certain*, tis dangerous to take a cold , to fleepe, to 
drinke,butl tel you(my Lord fooie)outofthis nettle danger, 
VC pluckethis fWerfaftry, 

The pnrpofeyou ZJndcrtake is dangeront , the friends you bane. named 
TJncertaineybi tin & itfeife vnforted,a»d your wlpole plot toolght for 
the Co'untetfdife of fogreaXm apportion. \ 

Say yciiforfay you fo. I fay vn to youagaine you area ihaf 
low covvardly hinde,and youdy c:what a lack<braine is thisjlby 
the Lord our plot is a good plotias euer was laid, our friend* 
true Sc c6flan-c:a good plot, good friends, & ful of expeftatio! 
an excdlet plot, very good f liendsjwhac a froflie fpinted rogue 
is this? why ,my Lord ofYorke commends the plot,& the gene 
rail ccurfe of the Aft ion. Zounds & I were now by this rafeal, 
I could brainehim with his Ladies fanne . lstherc not my fa- 
ther, my vncle, andmylelfe. Lord Edmund Mortimer , my 
Lords ofYt>rke,& Owen G1endower?is, there uotbeGcies the 
Dowglasfhaue I not al their letters to metft me in armes bv the 
ninth of the next month, asndare they not fom of them fetfor. 
ward already:Vv iiata pagan rafkall iythis,a ndiafidcl? Ha, you 
/hail fee no W m very finccritic Of feare and v:oidheart,w,il he to 
;thcKing,andlay open a! ouvprocecdihges .0*1 could-diuiae 
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H writ the feurtb. 

{*y felfc,5c go to buffets/or mouingfuch a dilh of skim mike 
withfo honorable an aftion.Hang him,let him tcllthe King, 
we are prepared- 1 will fetfor ward to night, Snterhts Lady. 

How now Kate, I mud leaue you within thefe two houresf 
Lady O my good Lord,why are you thu salone? 

For what offence haue I this fortnight bin 
A banilht woman from my Harries bed? 

Tell me.fweet Lord,whatis’t that takes from thee 
Thy ftomack,pleafure,and thy golden fleepe? 

Why doft thoa bend thine eyes vpon the earth? 

And ftart fo often when thou fitftalone? 

Why haft thou loft the frefh bloud in thy cheekes? 

And giuen my treafuresand my rights of thee 
To thick eyd mufing,ahd curft melacholly? 

In my faint flumbers,I by thee watcht, 

And heard thee mumure tales cfyron warres, 

Speake tearmes of manage to thy bounding fteed. 

Cry courage to the field. And thou haft talkt 
Of Tallies, and retires, trenches,tents, 
Ofpallizadoes,frontiers„parapets, 

Of bafilisks,of canon.culuerin, 

Ofprifoners ranfome.and offouldiers flainc, 

Andall the current, of a heddy fight, 

Thy fpirit within thee hath bin fo at war. 

And thus hath fo beftird thee in thy fleepe. 

That beds of fw cat hath flood vpon thy brow 
Like bubbles in a late difturbed ftreame . 

And inthy face ftrange motions haue apeard. 

Such as we fee when men reftraine their breath. 

On fome great fodaine haft.O what portents are thefe? 

Some heauy bufines hath my Lord in hand, 

Andl muft know it,elfe he loues me not. 

Hot whatho, is Gillams with thepacket gone? 

Ser. He is, my Lord.an hom e agoe. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought tho/ehorfes from the fheriftc? 
Ser. One horfe,my Lord, he brovght euen now. 

H ot. What horfe?aroane?a cropeare, jsit not * 

Ser. ItismyLord, 

Hot. 


D 


